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The Lion and the Crane 


The Bodhisatta was at one time born in the region of Himavanta as a white crane; now 
Brahmadatta was at that time reigning in Benares. Now it chanced that as a lion was eating meat 
a bone stuck in his throat. The throat became swollen, he could not take food, his suffering was 
terrible. The crane seeing him, as he was perched on a tree looking for food, asked, 

"What ails thee, friend?" He told him why. "I could free thee from that bone, friend, but dare not 
enter thy mouth for fear thou mightest eat me." 

"Don't be afraid, friend. I'll not eat thee; only save my life." 

"Very well," says he, and caused him to lie down on his left side. But thinking to himself, "Who 
knows what this fellow will do," he placed a small stick upright between his two jaws that he 
could not close his mouth, and inserting his head inside his mouth struck one end of the bone 
with his beak. Whereupon the bone dropped and fell out. As soon as he had caused the bone to 

















fall, he got out of the lion's mouth, striking the stick with his beak so that it fell out, and then 
settled on a branch. The lion gets well, and one day was eating a buffalo he had ki lled. 

The crane thinking "I will sound him," settled on a branch just over him, and in conversation 
spoke this first verse: 

"A service have we done thee 
To the best of our ability. 

King of the Beasts! Your Majesty! 

What return shall we get from thee?" 

In reply the Lion spoke the second verse: 



"As I feed on blood. 

And always hunt for prey, 

'Tis much that thou art still alive 
Having once been between my teeth." 

















Then in reply the crane said the two other verses: 

"Ungrateful, doing no good, 

Not doing as he would be done by. 

In him there is no gratitude. 

To serve him is useless. 

"His friendship is not won 
By the clearest good deed. 

Better softly withdraw from him. 

Neither envying nor abusing." 

And having thus spoken the crane flew away. 

And when the great Teacher, Gautama the Buddha, told this tale, he used to add: "Now at that 
time the lion was Devadatta the Traitor, but the white crane was I myself." 

(Le lion et la grue) 

Bodhisatta a ete a un moment ne dans la region de Himavanta comme une grue blanche; 
maintenant Brahmadatta, a ce moment-la, etait regnant a Benares. Maintenant, il arriva que, 
comme un lion mangeait de la viande, un os coince dans sa gorge. La gorge est devenu enfle, il 
ne pouvait pas prendre de la nourriture, sa souffrance etait terrible. La grue, le voyant comme il 
etait perche sur un arbre en quete de nourriture, demanda: 

«Que t'indispose, mon ami?» Il lui a dit pourquoi. «Je pourrais te liberer de cet os, mon ami, 
mais je n'ose entrer dans ta bouche, de peur que tu puisses me manger.» 

«Ne pas avoir peur, mon ami, je ne te mange pas, seulement sauves ma vie.» 

«Tres bien», dit-il, et le fit se coucher sur le cote gauche. Mais, en pensant a lui-meme, "Qui sait 
ce que cet lion va faire," il a place un petit baton droit entre ses deux machoires qu'il ne pouvait 
pas fermer sa bouche, et en inserant sa tete dans sa bouche a frappe une extremite de I'os avec 
son bee. La-dessus, I'os est tombe hors. Des qu'il avail cause I'os a tomber, il est sorti de la 
bouche du lion, frappant le baton avec son bee de sorte qu'il est tombe hors, puis il se fixa sur 
une branche. Le lion se retablit, et un jour il mangeait un buffle qu'il avail tue. La grue, en 
pensant «Je vais le sonder», fixe sur une branche juste au-dessus de lui, et a parle dans la 
conversation ce premier verset: 

«Un service je vous avail fait 
Pour la meilleur de ma capacite, 

Roi des betes! Votre Majeste! 

Quel retour de toi j'obtiendrais?» 


En reponse, le Lion a parle le deuxieme verset: 



«Comme je me bien nourris de sang, 

Et toujours je ehasse pour me nourrir, 

Tu vois que tu es encore en vie 
Apres avoir ete entre mes dents.» 

Puis, en reponse, la grue a declame les deux autres versets 



«Ingrat, pas faire aucun bien. 

Pas faire §a comme il faut, 

Aucun reconnaissance ici. 

Pour le servir sert a rien 

Son amitie n'est pas gagnee. 

Pas d'importance ce que vous fait. 
Mieux allez plus loin de lui, 

Ni de Tabus, ni de renvie.» 

Et ayant ainsi parle, la grue a vole loin. 









Et quand le grand Maitre, Gautama Bouddha, a dit ce conte, il a ajoute: "A cette epoque, le lion 
etait Devadatta le Traitre, mats la grue blanche etait moi-meme." 


How the Raja's Son won the Princess Laham 


In a country there was a Raja who had an only son who every day went out to hunt. One day the 
Rani, his mother, said to him, 

"You can hunt wherever you like on these three sides; but you must never go to the fourth side." 
This she said because she knew if he went on the fourth side he would hear of the beautiful 
Princess Labam, and that then he would leave his father and mother and seek for the princess. 

The young prince listened to his mother, and obeyed her for some time; but one day, when he 
was hunting on the three sides where he was allowed to go, he remembered what she had said to 
him about the fourth side, and he determined to go and see why she had forbidden him to hunt on 
that side. When he got there, he found himself in a jungle, and nothing in the jungle but a 
quantity of parrots, who lived in it. The young Raja shot at some of them, and at once they all 
flew away up to the sky. All, that is, but one, and this was their Raja, who was called Hiraman 
parrot. When Hiraman parrot found himself left alone, he called out to the other parrots, 

"Don't fly away and leave me alone when the Raja's son shoots. If you desert me like this, I will 
tell the Princess Labam." 

Then the parrots all flew back to their Raja, chattering. The prince was greatly surprised, and 
said, 

"Why, these birds can talk!" Then he said to the parrots, "Who is the Princess Labam? Where 
does she live?" But the parrots would not tell him where she lived. 

"You can never get to the Princess Labam's country." That is all they would say. 

The prince grew very sad when they would not tell him anything more; and he threw his gun 
away, and went home. When he got home, he would not speak or eat, but lay on his bed for four 
or five days, and seemed very ill. 

At last he told his father and mother that he wanted to go and see the Princess Labam. 

"I must go," he said; "I must see what she is like. Tell me where her country is." 

"We do not know where it is," answered his father and mother. 

"Then I must go and look for it," said the prince. 

"No, no," they said, "you must not leave us. You are our only son. Stay with us. You will never 
find the Princess Labam." 



"I must try and find her," said the prince. "Perhaps God will show me the way. If I live and I find 
her, I will come back to you; but perhaps I shall die, and then I shall never see you again. Still I 
must go." 

So they had to let him go, though they cried very much at parting with him. His father gave him 
fine clothes to wear, and a fine horse. And he took his gun, and his bow and arrows, and a great 
many other weapons, "for," he said, "I may want them." His father, too, gave him plenty of 
rupees. 

Then he himself got his horse all ready for the journey, and he said good-bye to his father and 
mother; and his mother took her handkerchief and wrapped some sweetmeats in it, and gave it to 
her son. "My child," she said to him, 

"When you are hungry eat some of these sweetmeats." 

He then set out on his journey, and rode on and on till he came to a jungle in which were a tank 
and shady trees. He bathed himself and his horse in the tank, and then sat down under a tree. 
"Now," he said to himself, "I will eat some of the sweetmeats my mother gave me, and I will 
drink some water, and then I will continue my journey." He opened his handkerchief, and took 
out a sweetmeat. He found an ant in it. He took out another. There was an ant in that one too. So 
he laid the two sweetmeats on the ground, and he took out another, and another, and another, 
until he had taken them all out; but in each he found an ant. "Never mind," he said, "I won't eat 
the sweetmeats; the ants shall eat them." Then the Ant-Raja came and stood before him and said, 
"You have been good to us. If ever you are in trouble, think of me and we will come to you." 

The Raja's son thanked him, mounted his horse and continued his journey. He rode on and on 
until he came to another jungle, and there he saw a tiger who had a thorn in his foot, and was 
roaring loudly from the pain. 



'Why do you roar like that?" said the young Raja. "What is the matter with you? 





"I have had a thorn in my foot for twelve years," answered the tiger, "and it hurts me so; that is 
why I roar." 

"Well," said the Raja's son, "I will take it out for you. But perhaps, as you are a tiger, when I 
have made you well, you will eat me?" 

"Oh, no," said the tiger, "I won't eat you. Do make me well." 

Then the prince took a little knife from his pocket, and cut the thorn out of the tiger's foot; but 
when he cut, the tiger roared louder than ever—so loud that his wife heard him in the next 
jungle, and came bounding along to see what was the matter. The tiger saw her coming, and hid 
the prince in the jungle, so that she should not see him. 

"What man hurt you that you roared so loud?" said the wife. 

"No one hurt me," answered the husband; "but a Raja's son came and took the thorn out of my 
foot." 

"Where is he? Show him to me," said his wife. 

"If you promise not to kill him, I will call him," said the tiger. 

"I won't kill him; only let me see him," answered his wife. 




Then the tiger called the Raja's son, and when he came the tiger and his wife made him a great 
many salaams. Then they gave him a good dinner, and he stayed with them for three days. Every 
day he looked at the tiger's foot, and the third day it was quite healed. Then he said good-bye to 
the tigers, and the tiger said to him, "If ever you are in trouble, think of me, and we will come to 
you." 

The Raja's son rode on and on till he came to a third jungle. Here he found four fakirs whose 
teacher and master had died, and had left four things,—a bed, which carried whoever sat on it 
whithersoever he wished to go; a bag, that gave its owner whatever he wanted, jewels, food, or 
clothes; a stone bowl that gave its owner as much water as he wanted, no matter how far he 
might be from a tank; and a stick and rope, to which its owner had only to say, if any one came 
to make war on him, "Stick, beat as many men and soldiers as are here," and the stick would beat 
them and the rope would tie them up. 

The four fakirs were quarrelling over these four things. One said, "I want this;" another said, 
"You cannot have it, for I want it;" and so on. 

The Raja's son said to them, "Do not quarrel for these things. I will shoot four arrows in four 
different directions. Whichever of you gets to my first arrow, shall have the first thing—the bed. 
Whosoever gets to the second arrow, shall have the second thing—the bag. He who gets to the 
third arrow, shall have the third thing—the bowl. And he who gets to the fourth arrow, shall have 
the last things—the stick and rope." To this they agreed, and the prince shot off his first arrow. 
Away raced the fakirs to get it. When they brought it back to him he shot off the second, and 
when they had found and brought it to him he shot off his third, and when they had brought him 
the third he shot off the fourth. 

While they were away looking for the fourth arrow the Raja's son let his horse loose in the 
jungle, and sat on the bed, taking the bowl, the stick and rope, and the bag with him. Then he 
said, "Bed, I wish to go to the Princess Labam's country." The little bed instantly rose up into the 
air and began to fly, and it flew and flew till it came to the Princess Labam's country, where it 
settled on the ground. The Raja's son asked some men he saw, "Whose country is this?" 

"The Princess Labam's country," they answered. Then the prince went on till he came to a house 
where he saw an old woman. 

"Who are you?" she said. "Where do you come from?" 

"I come from a far country," he said; "do let me stay with you to-night." 

"No," she answered, "I cannot let you stay with me; for our king has ordered that men from other 
countries may not stay in his country. You cannot stay in my house." 


"You are my aunty," said the prince; "let me remain with you for this one night. You see it is 
evening, and if I go into the jungle, then the wild beasts will eat me." 



"Well," said the old woman, "you may stay here to-night; but to-morrow morning you must go 
away, for if the king hears you have passed the night in my house, he will have me seized and 
put into prison." 

Then she took him into her house, and the Raja's son was very glad. The old woman began 
preparing dinner, but he stopped her, "Aunty," he said, "I will give you food." He put his hand 
into his bag, saying, "Bag, I want some dinner," and the bag gave him instantly a delicious 
dinner, served up on two gold plates. The old woman and the Raja's son then dined together. 

When they had finished eating, the old woman said, "Now I will fetch some water." 

"Don't go," said the prince. "You shall have plenty of water directly." So he took his bowl and 
said to it, "Bowl, I want some water," and then it filled with water. When it was full, the prince 
cried out, "Stop, bowl," and the bowl stopped filling. "See, aunty," he said, "with this bowl I can 
always get as much water as I want." 

By this time night had come. "Aunty," said the Raja's son, "why don't you light a lamp?" 

"There is no need," she said. "Our king has forbidden the people in his country to light any 
lamps; for, as soon as it is dark, his daughter, the Princess Labam, comes and sits on her roof, 
and she shines so that she lights up all the country and our houses, and we can see to do our work 
as if it were day." 

When it was quite black night the princess got up. She dressed herself in her rich clothes and 
jewels, and rolled up her hair, and across her head she put a band of diamonds and pearls. Then 
she shone like the moon, and her beauty made night day. She came out of her room, and sat on 
the roof of her palace. In the daytime she never came out of her house; she only came out at 
night. All the people in her father's country then went about their work and finished it. 







The Raja's son watched the princess quietly, and was very happy. He said to himself, "How 
lovely she is!" 

At midnight, when everybody had gone to bed, the princess came down from her roof, and went 
to her room; and when she was in bed and asleep, the Raja's son got up softly, and sat on his bed. 
"Bed," he said to it, "I want to go to the Princess Labam's bed-room." So the little bed carried 
him to the room where she lay fast asleep. 

The young Raja took his bag and said, "I want a great deal of betel-leaf," and it at once gave him 
quantities of betel-leaf. This he laid near the princess's bed, and then his little bed carried him 
back to the old woman's house. 

Next morning all the princess's servants found the betel-leaf, and began to eat it. "Where did you 
get all that betel-leaf?" asked the princess. 

"We found it near your bed," answered the servants. Nobody knew the prince had come in the 
night and put it all there. 

In the morning the old woman came to the Raja's son. "Now it is morning," she said, "and you 
must go; for if the king finds out all I have done for you, he will seize me." 

"I am ill to-day, dear aunty," said the prince; "do let me stay till to-morrow morning." 

"Good," said the old woman. So he stayed, and they took their dinner out of the bag, and the 
bowl gave them water. 

When night came the princess got up and sat on her roof, and at twelve o'clock, when every one 
was in bed, she went to her bed-room, and was soon fast asleep. Then the Raja's son sat on his 
bed, and it carried him to the princess. He took his bag and said, "Bag, I want a most lovely 
shawl." It gave him a splendid shawl, and he spread it over the princess as she lay asleep. Then 
he went back to the old woman's house and slept till morning. 

In the morning, when the princess saw the shawl she was delighted. "See, mother," she said; 
"Khuda must have given me this shawl, it is so beautiful." Her mother was very glad too. 

"Yes, my child," she said; "Khuda must have given you this splendid shawl." 

When it was morning the old woman said to the Raja's son, "Now you must really go." 

"Aunty," he answered, "I am not well enough yet. Let me stay a few days longer. I will remain 
hidden in your house, so that no one may see me." So the old woman let him stay. 

When it was black night, the princess put on her lovely clothes and jewels, and sat on her roof. 

At midnight she went to her room and went to sleep. Then the Raja's son sat on his bed and flew 
to her bed-room. There he said to his bag, "Bag, I want a very, very beautiful ring." The bag gave 



him a glorious ring. Then he took the Princess Labam's hand gently to put on the ring, and she 
started up very much frightened. 

"Who are you?" she said to the prince. "Where do you come from? Why do you come to my 
room?" 

"Do not be afraid, princess," he said; "I am no thief. I am a great Raja's son. Hiraman parrot, who 
lives in the jungle where I went to hunt, told me your name, and then I left my father and mother, 
and came to see you." 

"Well," said the princess, "as you are the son of such a great Raja, I will not have you killed, and 
I will tell my father and mother that I wish to marry you." 

The prince then returned to the old woman's house; and when morning came the princess said to 
her mother, "The son of a great Raja has come to this country, and I wish to marry him." Her 
mother told this to the king. 

"Good," said the king; "but if this Raja's son wishes to marry my daughter, he must first do 
whatever I bid him. If he fails I will kill him. I will give him eighty pounds weight of mustard 
seed, and out of this he must crush the oil in one day. If he cannot do this he shall die." 

In the morning the Raja's son told the old woman that he intended to marry the princess. "Oh," 
said the old woman, "go away from this country, and do not think of marrying her. A great many 
Rajas and Rajas' sons have come here to marry her, and her father has had them all killed. He 
says whoever wishes to marry his daughter must first do whatever he bids him. If he can, then he 
shall marry the princess; if he cannot, the king will have him killed. But no one can do the things 
the king tells him to do; so all the Rajas and Rajas' sons who have tried have been put to death. 
You will be killed too, if you try. Do go away." But the prince would not listen to anything she 
said. 

The king sent for the prince to the old woman's house, and his servants brought the Raja's son to 
the king's court-house to the king. There the king gave him eighty pounds of mustard seed, and 
told him to crush all the oil out of it that day, and bring it next morning to him to the court-house. 
"Whoever wishes to marry my daughter," he said to the prince, "must first do all I tell him. If he 
cannot, then I have him killed. So if you cannot crush all the oil out of this mustard seed, you 
will die." 

The prince was very sorry when he heard this. "How can I crush the oil out of all this mustard 
seed in one day?" he said to himself; "and if I do not, the king will kill me." He took the mustard 
seed to the old woman's house, and did not know what to do. At last he remembered the Ant- 
Raja, and the moment he did so, the Ant-Raj a and his ants came to him. "Why do you look so 
sad?" said the Ant-Raja. 

The prince showed him the mustard seed, and said to him, "How can I crush the oil out of all this 
mustard seed in one day? And if I do not take the oil to the king to-morrow morning, he will kill 
me." 



"Be happy," said the Ant-Raja; "lie down and sleep; we will erush all the oil out for you during 
the day, and to-morrow morning you shall take it to the king." The Raja's son lay down and slept, 
and the ants crushed out the oil for him. The prince was very glad when he saw the oil. 

The next morning he took it to the court-house to the king. But the king said, "You cannot yet 
marry my daughter. If you wish to do so, you must first fight with my two demons and kill 
them." The king a long time ago had caught two demons, and then, as he did not know what to 
do with them, he had shut them up in a cage. He was afraid to let them loose for fear they would 
eat up all the people in his country; and he did not know how to kill them. So all the kings and 
kings' sons who wanted to marry the Princess Labam had to fight with these demons; "for," said 
the king to himself, "perhaps the demons may be killed, and then I shall be rid of them." 

When he heard of the demons the Raja's son was very sad. "What can I do?" he said to himself. 
"How can I fight with these two demons?" Then he thought of his tiger: and the tiger and his 
wife came to him and said, "Why are you so sad?" The Raja's son answered, "The king has 
ordered me to fight with his two demons and kill them. How can I do this?" "Do not be 
frightened," said the tiger. "Be happy. I and my wife will fight with them for you." 

Then the Raja's son took out of his bag two splendid coats. They were all gold and silver, and 
covered with pearls and diamonds. These he put on the tigers to make them beautiful, and he 
took them to the king, and said to him, "May these tigers fight your demons for me?" "Yes," said 
the king, who did not care in the least who killed his demons, provided they were killed. "Then 
call your demons," said the Raja's son, "and these tigers will fight them." The king did so, and 
the tigers and the demons fought and fought until the tigers had killed the demons. 

"That is good," said the king. "But you must do something else before I give you my daughter. 
Up in the sky I have a kettle-drum. You must go and beat it. If you cannot do this, I will kill 
you." 

The Raja's son thought of his little bed; so he went to the old woman's house and sat on his bed. 
"Little bed," he said, "up in the sky is the king's kettle-drum. I want to go to it." The bed flew up 
with him, and the Raja's son beat the drum, and the king heard him. Still, when he came down, 
the king would not give him his daughter. "You have," he said to the prince, "done the three 
things I told you to do; but you must do one thing more." "If I can, I will," said the Raja's son. 

Then the king showed him the trunk of a tree that was lying near his court-house. It was a very, 
very thick trunk. He gave the prince a wax hatchet, and said, "To-morrow morning you must cut 
this trunk in two with this wax hatchet." 

The Raja's son went back to the old woman's house. He was very sad, and thought that now the 
Raja would certainly kill him. "I had his oil crushed out by the ants," he said to himself. "I had 
his demons killed by the tigers. My bed helped me to beat his kettle-drum. But now what can I 
do? How can I cut that thick tree-trunk in two with a wax hatchet?" 


At night he went on his bed to see the princess. "Tomorrow," he said to her, "your father will kill 
me." "Why?" asked the princess. 



"He has told me to cut a thick tree-trunk in two with a wax hatchet. How can I ever do that?" said 
the Raja's son. "Do not be afraid," said the princess; "do as I bid you, and you will cut it in two 
quite easily." 

Then she pulled out a hair from her head, and gave it to the prince. "To-morrow," she said, 

"when no one is near you, you must say to the tree-trunk, 'The Princess Labam commands you to 
let yourself be cut in two by this hair.' Then stretch the hair down the edge of the wax hatchet's 
blade." 

The prince next day did exactly as the princess had told him; and the minute the hair that was 
stretched down the edge of the hatchet-blade touched the tree-trunk it split into two pieces. 

The king said, "Now you can marry my daughter." Then the wedding took place. All the Rajas 
and kings of the countries round were asked to come to it, and there were great rejoicings. After 
a few days the prince's son said to his wife, "Let us go to my father's country." The Princess 
Labam's father gave them a quantity of camels and horses and rupees and servants; and they 
travelled in great state to the prince's country, where they lived happily. 

The prince always kept his bag, bowl, bed, and stick; only, as no one ever came to make war on 
him, he never needed to use the stick. 


(Comment le fils du raja a gagne la princesse 
Labam) 


Dans un pays il y avait un raja qui avait un fils unique, qui chaque jour est alle a la chasse. Un 
jour. Rani, sa mere, lui dit: 

«Vous pouvez chasser partout ou vous le souhaitez sur ces trois cotes, mais il ne faut jamais aller 
a la quatrieme c 6 te.» Cela dit-elle, parce qu'elle savait que s'il est alle sur le quatrieme cote, il 
entendait la belle princesse Labam, et alors il quittera son pere et sa mere et ira chercher la 
princesse. 

Le jeune prince a ecoute sa mere, et obeit pendant un certain temps; mais un jour, quand il etait a 
la chasse sur les trois cotes ou il a ete autorise a aller, il se souvint de ce qu'elle lui avait dit sur le 
quatrieme cote, et il resolut d'aller voir pourquoi elle lui avait interdit de chasser sur ce cote. 
Quand il est arrive la, il se trouvait dans une jungle, et rien dans la jungle, mais une quantite de 
perroquets, qui vivaient en elle. Le jeune Raja a tire sur certains d'entre eux, et a la fois ils ont 
tons vole loin vers le ciel. Tout qui est, sauf un qui etait leur Raja, qui a ete appele perroquet 
Hiraman. Lorsque le perroquet Hiraman se trouva laisse seul, il appela les autres perroquets, 

«Ne pas voler loin et me laisser seul quand le fils du Raja tire. Si vous m'abandonnez comme 9 a, 
je vais dire a la princesse Labam.» 


Ensuite, les perroquets tous ont vole a leur Raja, bavardant. Le prince etait tres surpris, et dit: 



«Pourquoi, ces oiseaux peuvent parler!» Puis il dit aux perroquets, «Qui est la princesse Labam? 
Ou habite-t-elle?» Mais les perroquets ne seraient pas lui dire ou elle a vecu. 

«Vous ne pouvez jamais obtenir dans le pays de la princesse Labam.» Voila tout ce qu'ils 
diraient. 

Le prince devint tres triste quand ils ne lui rien de plus dire; et il a jete son fusil loin, et rentra 
chez lui. Quand il est arrive chez lui, il n'a pas parle ou mange, mais s'est couche sur son lit 
pendant quatre ou cinq jours, et semblait tres malade. 

Enfin, il a dit a son pere et sa mere qu'il voulait aller voir la princesse Labam. 

«Je dois y aller,» dit-il; «Je dois voir ce qu'elle est. Dis-moi ou son pays est.» 

"Nous ne savons pas ou il est,» repondit son pere et sa mere. 

«Alors je dois aller chercher,» dit le prince. 

«Non, non,» ils ont dit, «il ne faut pas nous quitter. Tu es notre fils unique. Restez avec nous. 
Vous ne trouverez jamais la princesse Labam.» 

«Je dois essayer de la retrouver», a declare le prince. «Peut-etre que Dieu va me montrer le 
chemin. Si je vis et je la trouve, je reviendrai a vous,.. Mais peut-etre que je vais mourir, et alors 
je ne vous reverrai jamais, encore je dois partir.» 

Ils ont done du le laisser partir, mais ils crierent tres a se separer de lui. Son pere lui a donne des 
beaux vetements a porter, et un beau cheval. Et il a pris son fusil et son arc et des fleches, et un 
grand nombre d'autres armes, "pour," il dit, «je peux avoir besoin d'eux." Son pere, aussi, lui a 
donne beaucoup de roupies. 

Puis il re 9 ut son cheval tout pret pour le voyage, et il a dit au revoir a son pere et sa mere; et sa 
mere a pris son mouchoir et enveloppe quelques friandises en lui, et il a donne a son fils. 

«Mon enfant», lui dit-elle, "Quand tu as faim, manges certains de ces friandises." 

Il a ensuite mis sur son voyage, et est monte sans arret jusqu'a ce qu'il est venu a une jungle dans 
laquelle etaient un reservoir et des arbres ombrages. Il lui-meme et son cheval baigne dans le 
reservoir, puis assis sous un arbre. «Maintenant», il se dit: «je vais manger une partie des 
friandises ma mere m'a donne, et je vais boire un peu d'eau, puis je vais continuer mon voyage.» 
Il ouvrit son mouchoir, et en sortit une bonbonniere. Il a trouve une fourmi en elle. Il a sorti un 
autre. Il y avail une fourmi dans celle-la aussi. Done, il a pose les deux sucreries sur le terrain, et 
il a pris un autre, et un autre, et un autre, jusqu'a ce qu'il ait pris les tous; mais dans chaque il a 
trouve une fourmi. «Peu importe,» il a dit, «je ne vais pas manger les friandises; les fourmis vont 
les manger." Puis le Raja des fourmis vint et se tint devant lui et dit: 



«Vous avez ete bon pour nous. Si jamais vous etes en difficulte, pensez a moi et nous allons 
venir a vous.» 

Le fils du Raja le remercia, monta a cheval et continua son voyage. II est monte sans arret jusqu'a 
ce qu'il arrive a une autre jungle, et la, il a vu un tigre qui avait une epine dans son pied, et 
grondait fort de la douleur. 

«Pourquoi pensez-vous hurlez comme 9 a?» dit le jeune Raja. «C'est quoi ton probleme?» 

«J'ai une epine dans mon pied pendant douze ans,» repondit le tigre, «et il me fait tres mal, voila 
pourquoi je rugis.» 

«Eh bien», a declare le fils du Raja, «je vais le prendre pour vous. Mais peut-etre, comme vous 
etes un tigre, quand je vous ai bien fait, vous me mangez?» 



«Oh, non,» dit le tigre, «Je ne vais pas vous manger. Aidez-moi.» 

Alors le prince a pris un petit couteau de sa poche, et couper I'epine du pied du tigre; mais quand 
il a coupe, le tigre rugit plus fort que jamais, si fort que sa femme I'a entendu dans la prochaine 
jungle, et bondit le long pour voir ce qui se passait. Le tigre vit venir, et cacha le prince dans la 
jungle, de sorte qu'elle ne devrait pas le voir. 

«Quel homme vous avez blesse que vous fait rugir si fort?» dit la femme. 

«Personne ne m'a fait mal,» repondit le mari; «Mais le fils d'un Raja est venu et a pris I'epine de 
mon pied.» 

«Ou est-il? Montrez-lui pour moi», dit sa femme. 

«Si vous promettez de ne pas le tuer, je vais rappeler», a declare le tigre. 





«Je ne vais pas le tuer, laissez-moi seulement le vois», repondit sa femme. 



Ensuite, le tigre appele le fils du Raja, et quand 11 est venu, le tigre et sa femme lui a fait un 
grand nombre de salamalecs. Puis ils lui ont donne un bon diner, et 11 est reste avec eux pendant 
trois jours. Chaque jour, 11 regarda le pied du tigre, et le troisieme jour, 11 a ete tout a fait gueri. 
Puis 11 a dit au revoir aux tigres, et le tigre lui dit: «Si jamais vous etes en diffieulte, pensez a 
moi, et nous viendrons chez vous.» 

Le fils du Raja est monte sans arret jusqu'a ce qu'il est venu a une troisieme jungle. Ici, 11 a 
trouve quatre fakirs dont I'enseignant et maitre etaient morts et avaient laisse quatre ehoses, un 
lit, qui portait eelui qui etait assis dessus partout ou 11 voulait aller; un sae, qui donnait a son 
proprietaire tout ce qu'il voulait, des bijoux, de la nourriture ou des vetements; un bol en pierre 
qui donnait a son proprietaire autant d'eau combien il le voulait, peu importe a quel point il 
pourrait etre d'un reservoir; et un baton et une corde, a laquelle son proprietaire avait seulement 
pour dire, si quelqu'un est venu pour faire la guerre sur lui, «Baton bata autant d'hommes et de 
soldats combien sont ici», et le baton les batterait et la corde les lierait. 

Les quatre fakirs se disputaient ces quatre ehoses. Un a dit: «Je veux ceci;» Un autre a dit: «Vous 
ne pouvez pas I'avoir, car je le veux;» etc. 

Le fils du Raja leur dit: «Ne pas vous quereller pour ces ehoses. Je vais tirer quatre fleches dans 
quatre directions differentes. Laquelle de vous prit ma premiere fleche, doit avoir la premier 
chose, le lit. Celui qui arrive a la deuxieme fleche, aura la deuxieme chose, le sac. Celui qui 
arrive a la troisieme fleche, doit avoir la troisieme chose, la bol. Et celui qui arrive a la quatrieme 
fleche, doit avoir la derniere ehoses - le baton et la corde.» Ils ont convenu pour cela, et le prince 



ont tire son premiere fleche. Les fakirs ont couru pour I'obtenir. Quand ils font ramene a lui, il a 
tire sur la deuxieme, et quand ils I'avaient trouve et amend a lui il a tire son troisieme, et quand 
ils I'avaient amend le troisieme, il a tird la quatrieme fleche. 

Alors qu'ils dtaient partis a la recherche de la quatrieme fleche, le fils du Raja a laissd son cheval 
dans la jungle, et s'est assis sur le lit, en prenant le bol, le baton et la corde, et le sac avec lui. 

Puis il a dit: «Lit, je voudrais aller dans le pays de la princesse Labam.» Le petit lit 
instantandment s'est levd en fair et a commencd a voler, et il a void et a void jusqu'a ce qu'il est 
venu dans le pays de la princesse Labam, ou il s'est installd sur le terrain. Le fils du Raja a 
demandd quelques hommes qu'il a vu, «A qui appartient ce pays?» 

«C'est la pays de la princesse Labam,» ils ont rdpondu. Alors le prince continua jusqu'a ce qu'il 
est venu dans une maison ou il a vu une vieille femme. 

«Qui etes-vous?» dit-elle. «D'ou venez-vous?» 

«Je viens d'un pays lointain», dit-il; «Laissez-moi rester avec vous ce soir.» 

«Non,» rdpondit-elle, «je ne peux pas vous permettre de rester avec moi, car notre raja a ordonnd 
que les hommes d'autres pays ne peuvent pas rester dans son pays. Vous ne pouvez pas rester 
dans ma maison.» 

«Vous etes ma tante», a ddclard le prince; «Permettez-moi de rester avec vous pour cette nuit. 
Vous voyez qu'il est soir, et si je vais dans la jungle les betes sauvages me mangeraient.» 

«Eh bien», dit la vieille femme, «vous pouvez rester ici ce soir, mais demain matin, vous devez 
aller, car si le raja entend que vous avez passd la nuit dans ma maison, il devra me saisi et mis en 
prison.» 

Puis elle I'emmena dans sa maison, et le fils du Raja dtait tres heureux. La vieille femme a 
commencd a prdparer le diner, mais il I'arreta, "Tatie," il a dit, «Je vais vous donner de la 
nourriture." Il mit sa main dans son sac, en disant: "Sac, je veux un diner," et le sac lui a donnd 
instantandment un ddlicieux diner, servi sur deux plaques d'or. La vieille femme et le fils du Raja 
puis ont dind ensemble. 

Quand ils eurent fini de manger, la vieille femme a dit: «Maintenant, je vais chercher de I'eau." 

"Ne pas aller», a ddclard le prince. «Vous aurez beaucoup d'eau directement." Alors il prit son 
bol et lui dit, "Bol, je veux un peu d'eau», puis il rempli d'eau. Quand il dtait plein, le prince cria: 
«Arretez, bol," et le bol arretd remplissage. "Voici, aunty," at-il dit, "avec ce bol je peux toujours 
obtenir autant d'eau que je veux." 


A ce moment, la nuit dtait venue. «Tatie», a ddclard le fils du Raja, «pourquoi ne pas allumez une 
lampe?» 



"II n'y a pas besoin», dit-elle. «Notre raja a interdit le peuple dans son pays d'allumez les lampes, 
car, des qu'il est sombre, sa fille, la princesse Labam, vient et se trouve sur son toil, et elle brille 
pour qu'elle illumine tout le pays et nos maisons, et nous pouvons voir pour faire notre travail 
comme si elle etait le jour». 

Quand il faisait nuit tout noir la princesse se leva. Elle se habilla dans ses riches vetements et des 
bijoux, et roula ses cheveux, et a travers la tete elle a mis une bande de diamants et de perles. 
Puis elle brillait comme la lune, et sa beaute fait jour la nuit. Elle sortit de sa chambre, et assis 
sur le toit de son palais. Dans la journee, elle ne sortait jamais de sa maison; elle ne sortait que la 
nuit. Puis toutes les personnes dans le pays de son pere sont alles sur leur travail et acheverent. 

Ee fils du Raja regardait la princesse tranquillement, et etait tres heureux. II se dit: «Qu'elle est 
belle!» 

A minuit, quand tout le monde etait alle se coucher, la princesse est descendu de son toit et alia 
dans sa chambre; et quand elle etait au lit et endormi, le fils du Raja se leva doucement, et assis 
sur son lit. «Eit,» il lui dit: «Je veux aller a la chambre a coucher de la princesse Eabam.» Done, 
le petit lit le porta dans la chambre ou elle etait endormie. 



Ee jeune Raja prit son sac et dit: «Je veux beaucoup de betel-feuille», et il lui a donne a la fois 
des quantites de betel feuille. Ce qu'il posa pres du lit de la princesse, puis son petit lit le ramena 
a la maison de la vieille femme. 

Ee lendemain matin tons les serviteurs du princesse trouve betel-feuille, et a commence a 
manger. «D'ou avez-vous tout ce que betel feuille?» demanda la princesse. 

«Nous I'avons trouve pres de votre lit,» repondit un des serviteurs. Personne ne savait que le 
prince etait venu dans la nuit et le mettre la. 






Dans la matinee, la vieille femme est venue le fils du Raja. «Maintenant, 11 est le matin,» dit-elle, 
«et vous devez aller, car si le raja decouvre tout ce que je vous ai fait, 11 va me saisir.» 

«Je suis malade aujourd'hui, chere tante,» dit le prince; «Laissez-moi raster jusqu'a demain 
matin.» 

«Bon,» dit la vieille femme. Done, 11 est reste, et ils out pris leur diner a I'exterieur du sac, et le 
bol leur a donne de I'eau. 

Quand la nuit est venue la princesse se leva et as sis sur son toit, et a midi, quand tout le monde 
etait au lit, elle est allee a sa chambre, et fut bientot endormi. Ensuite, le fils du Raja etait assis 
sur son lit, et 111'a porte a la princesse. II prit son sac et dit: «Sac, je veux un plus beau chale.» II 
lui a donne un magnifique chale, et 11 etendit sur la princesse comme elle dormait. Puis 11 est 
retourne a la maison de la vieille femme et dormit jusqu'au matin. 

Dans la matinee, quand la princesse a vu le chale qu'elle etait ravie. «Voir, mere,» dit-elle; 
«Khuda doit me donner ce chale, il est si beau.» Sa mere etait tres heureux aussi. 

«Oui, mon enfant,» dit-elle; «Khuda doit vous avoir donne ce magnifique chale.» 

Quand il etait matin, la vieille femme dit le fils du Raja, «Maintenant, vous devez vraiment 
aller.» 

«Tatie,» il a repondu: «Je ne suis pas encore assez bien. Laissez-moi rester quelques jours de 
plus. Je vais rester cache dans votre maison, de sorte que personne ne pent me voir.» Done, la 
vieille femme lui permettre de rester. 

Quand il faisait nuit noire, la princesse mit ses beaux vetements et des bijoux, et assis sur son 
toit. A minuit, elle est allee dans sa chambre et alia se coucher. Ensuite, le fils du Raja etait assis 
sur son lit et a vole a sa chambre. Ea, il dit a son sac, «Sac, je veux une tres, tres belle bague.» Ee 
sac lui a donne un anneau glorieux. Puis il prit la main de la princesse Eabam doucement pour 
mettre sur le ring, et elle demarre tres peur. 

«Qui es-tu?» elle dit au prince. «D'ou venez-vous? Pourquoi venez-vous dans ma chambre?» 

«Ne pas avoir peur, princesse,» dit-il; «Je ne suis pas voleur. Je suis un grand fils de Raja. Ee 
perroquet Hiraman, qui vit dans la jungle ou je suis alle a la chasse, m'a dit votre nom, puis je 
suis parti de mon pere et la mere, et je suis venu vous voir.» 

«Eh bien,» dit la princesse, «parce que vous etes le fils d'un tel grand Raja, je ne vous tuerai pas, 
et je vais dire a mon pere et ma mere que je veux vous epouser.» 

Ee prince est ensuite retourne a la maison de la vieille femme; et quand le matin est venu la 
princesse dit a sa mere, «Ee fils d'un grand Raja est venu de ce pays, et je veux repouser.» Sa 
mere a dit ceci au raja. 



«Bon,» dit le raja; «Mais si ce fils de Raja veut epouser ma fille, il doit d'abord faire ce que je lui 
dis. S'il echoue, je vais le tuer. Je lui donnerai quatre-vingts livres poids de graines de moutarde, 
et de ce qu'il faut ecraser I'huile dans un jour. S'il ne peut pas le faire, il doit mourir.» 

Dans la matinee, le fils du Raja dit la vieille femme qu'il avail I'intention d'epouser la princesse. 
«Oh,» dit la vieille femme, «aller loin de ce pays, et ne pense pas de I'epouser. Un grand nombre 
de Rajas et les fils des Rajas sont venus ici pour se marier avec elle, et son pere a tons tue. Il dit 
celui qui veut marier sa fille doit d'abord faire ce qu'il lui ordonne S'il peut, alors il doit epouser 
la princesse;. s'il ne peut pas, le raja le tues. Mais personne ne peut faire les choses que le raja lui 
dit de faire. De sorte que tous les fils des Rajas et les Rajas qui ont essaye ont ete mis a mort. 
vous serez tue aussi, si vous essayez. Allez loin d'ici.» Mais le prince ne voulait pas ecouter tout 
ce qu'elle dit. 

Le raja envoy a chercher le prince a la maison de la vieille femme, et ses serviteurs ont amend le 
fils du Raja au palais du raja, au raja. La, le raja lui donna quatre-vingts livres de graines de 
moutarde, et lui a dit d'ecraser tout I'huile hors de lui ce jour-la, et I'amener le lendemain matin 
pour lui au palais. «Celui qui veut epouser ma fille,» il dit au prince, «doit d'abord faire tout ce 
que je lui dis. S'il ne peut pas, alors je le tue. Done, si vous ne pouvez pas ecraser toute I'huile de 
cette graine de moutarde , tu vas mourir.» 

Le prince etait tres fache quand il a entendu cela. «Comment puis-je ecraser I'huile sur toute cette 
graine de moutarde en un jour?» il s'est dit; «Et si je ne le fais pas, le raja va me tuer.» Il a pris la 
graine de moutarde a la maison de la vieille femme, et ne savait pas quoi faire. Enfin, il se 
souvint du Raja des fourmis, et le moment ou il I'a fait, la fourmi Raja et ses fourmis est venu a 
lui. «Pourquoi as-tu fair si triste?» dit le Raja des fourmis. 

Ee prince lui montra la graine de moutarde, et lui dit: «Comment puis-je ecraser I'huile sur toute 
cette graine de moutarde en une journee? Et si je ne prends pas I'huile jusqu'a demain matin au 
raja, il me tuera». 

«Soyez heureux», a declare le Raja des fourmis; «Couchez et dormez, nous allons ecraser tout 
I'huile pour vous pendant la journee, et demain matin, vous le prendrez au raja.» Ee fils du Raja 
se coucha et dormit, et les fourmis ecrasa I'huile pour lui. Ee prince etait tres heureux quand il a 
vu I'huile. 

Ee lendemain matin, il I'a apporte au palais du Raja. Mais le Raja dit: «Vous ne pouvez pas 
encore epouser ma fille. Si vous souhaitez le faire, vous devez d'abord se battre avec mes deux 
demons et de les tuer.» Ee raja il y a longtemps avail attrape deux demons, et puis, comme il ne 
savait pas quoi faire avec eux, il les a enferme dans une cage. Il avail peur de les laisser aller, de 
peur qu'ils mangeraient toutes les personnes dans son pays; et il ne savait pas comment les tuer. 
Done, tous les rajas et les fils des rajas qui voulaient epouser la princesse Eabam ont du se battre 
avec ces demons; «parce que», a declare le raja lui-meme, «peut-etre les demons peuvent etre 
tues, et puis je serais debarrasse d'eux.» 


Quand il a entendu des demons, le fils du Raja etait tres triste. «Que puis-je faire?» il s'est dit. 
«Comment puis-je me battre avec ces deux demons?» Puis il pensa a son tigre: et le tigre et sa 



femme vint a lui et dit: «Pourquoi etes-vous si triste?» Le fils du Raja a repondu: «Le raja m'a 
ordonne de me battre avec ses deux demons et les tuer. Comment puis-je faire cela?» «Ne pas 
avoir peur», a declare le tigre. «Soyez heureux. Moi et ma femme allons nous battre avec eux 
pour vous.» 

Ensuite, le fils du Raja a sorti de son sac deux couches splendides. Ils etaient tous d'or et 
d'argent, et couverte de perles et de diamants. Ceux-ci il a mis sur les tigres pour les rendre beau, 
et il les a pris au raja, et lui dit: «Peuvent ces tigres combattre vos demons pour moi?» «Oui», a 
declare le raja, qui ne se souciait pas le moins qui va tue ses demons, pour autant qu'ils ont ete 
tues. «Alors appelez vos demons», a declare le fils du Raja, «et ces tigres iront les combattre.» 

Le raja I'a fait, et les tigres et les demons ont combattu et battu jusqu'a ce que les tigres avaient 
tue les demons. 

«Cela est bon», a declare le raja. «Mais vous devez faire quelque chose d'autre avant que je vous 
donne ma fille. Dans le ciel j'ai une timbale. Vous devez aller le battre. Si vous ne pouvez pas 
faire cela, je vais vous tuer.» 

Le fils du Raja pensait de son petit lit; alors il est alle a la maison de la vieille femme et assis sur 
son lit. «Petit lit,» dit-il, «dans le ciel est une timbale du raja. Je veux y aller.» Le lit a vole avec 
lui, et le fils du Raja a battu le timbale, et le raja I'entendit. Pourtant, quand il est descendu, le 
raja ne lui donnerait pas sa fille. «Vous avez,» dit-il au prince, «fait les trois choses que je vous 
ai dit de le faire, mais vous devez faire une chose de plus.» «Si je peux, je le ferai», a declare le 
fils du Raja. 

Alors le raja lui montra le tronc d'un arbre qui se trouvait pres de son palais de justice. Ce fut un 
tronc tres, tres epais. Il a donne le prince une hache de cire, et dit: «Demain matin, vous devez 
couper ce tronc en deux avec cette hache de cire.» 

Le fils du Raja est retoume a la maison de la vieille femme. Il etait tres triste, et pensait que 
maintenant le Raja le tuera certainement. «J'ai ecrasee son huile a I'aide des fourmis,» dit-il a lui- 
meme. «J'ai tues ses demons a I'aide des tigres. Mon lit m'a aide a battre sa timbale. Mais 
maintenant ce que peux-je faire? Comment puis-je reduire ce epais tronc d'arbre en deux avec 
une hache de cire?» 

La nuit, il est alle sur son lit pour voir la princesse. «Demain,» lui dit-il, «ton pere va me tuer.» 
«Pourquoi?» demanda la princesse. 

«I1 m'a dit de couper un tronc d'arbre epais en deux avec une hache de cire. Comment puis-je 
jamais faire 9 a?» dit le fils du Raja. «Ne pas avoir peur,» dit la princesse; «Laites ce que je vous 
dis, et vous le couper en deux assez facilement.» 

Puis elle sortit un cheveu de sa tete, et il a donne au prince. «Demain,» dit-elle, «quand personne 
est pres de chez vous, vous devez dire au tronc d'arbre, «La princesse Labam vous ordonne de 
vous laisser couper en deux par ces cheveux. Puis etirer les cheveux sur le bord de la lame de la 
hache de cire». 



Le prince le lendemain a fait exactement comme la princesse lui avail dit; et dans la minute le 
cheveu qui a ete etire sur le bord de la lame de la hache a touche le tronc d'arbre, il a ete divise en 
deux morceaux. 


Le raja dit: «Maintenant, vous pouvez epouser ma fille.» Puis le mariage a eu lieu. Tous les rajas 
des pays voisins ont ete invites a participer, et il y avail des grandes rejouissances. Apres 
quelques jours, le fils du prince dit a sa femme: «Allons dans le pays de mon pere.» Le pere de la 
princesse Labam leur a donne une quantile de chameaux et de chevaux et roupies et serviteurs; et 
ils ont voyage en grand etat dans le pays du prince, ou ils vecurent heureux. 

Le prince a toujours garde son sac, bol, lit, et le baton; seulement, comme personne ne venait 
jamais a faire la guerre avec lui, il n'a jamais eu besoin d'utiliser le baton. 
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Book (Livre) 


Bilingual English/French Book (Livre bilingue anglais/fran9ais) 



This book is a representative collection of the Fairy Tales of India, by Joseph Jacobs. The 
majority of the tales in this book have been known in the West in some form or other, and the 
problem arises how to account for their simultaneous existence in farthest West and East. Some 
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bohemiens, les juifs, les commer 9 ants, les voyageurs. La question est toujours disputee, et on ne 
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